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THE E ſtring Farce was 
written ſome Time ſince, 
and was ſhewn to the Manager. 
of both Theatres, who both re- 
jected it. The Manager of 
Covent-Garden has . Be- 
haved very ingenuouſly, not 
having produced any Thing 
frmilar to it; but Mr. Garrick 
has very unhandſomely produc'd 
an APPRENTICE, written by a 
a 2 Srmattercr 


WW PREFACE. 
Hnatterer in Letters; and, upon 


a Peruſal of the following 
Leaves, it will be manifeſt to 
the Reader, that the = ftrik= 
ing Particulars in the Ap- 
PRENTICE are #aken from the 
SPOUTER, | 


 Bejiaes, I appeal to the Pub. 
lic in general, and the Nobility 
in particular, at whoſe De ſire 
this Piece 1s publiſhed, whether 
the SPOUTER does not bid 


fairer for Succeſs on the Stage, 


than the APPRENTICE ?! =. 
The Scenes are laid Secundum 
Artem; the Plot is 4ntrecate ; 
but the Judicious ani eafily 


find a Cleæu, to guide him thro” 


the elaborate Mage. 


In 


PREFACE i. 


In the Prologue to the Ap- 
prentice, hey make their Boaſt, 
That no Scenes are pilfered from 
France; but ſurely they are 
manifeſtly pilfered from the 
Natives of Great-Britain, whech 
is 8 more aggravating Cir- 
cumſt ayce, The G. Har 
allowed Depredations upon the 
French, but moſt aſſurediy they 
will never countenance a civil 


Plunder among our ſelves. 
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The SPOUTER, it is modeſtly 
hoped, will have this Advantage 
over the Apprentice, that the Plot 
is better laid; and the Charac- 
ters entirely New, and not taken 

from real Life, as they make 
their Brag : For. to bring real 
Life on the Stage, we hold 


would 
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vi PREFACE. | 

would be the Height of Im- 
pudence. No, gentle Reader, 
our Characters are not ſuch, as 
you or I ever met with; . but 
they are ſuch probable Charac- 
ters as may exiſt, and ſuch as 
probably you and I may meet 
with. This laſt Circumſtance 


we inſiſt on, becauſe it is men- 


tioned by Ariſtotle, as the Per- 


fe 77 ion of dramatic Poetry. 


To conclude, e appeal to all 
Sorts, Ranks and Degrees of 
People, whether the Apprentice 
7s not an Encroachment on pri- 
vate Property? If this does 
not, I ſhall, in Imitation of Mr. 
Cibber's Iaudable Example, omit 
no legal Means to obtain Re- 
dreſs .- Likewiſe © T hope,” 
as Mr. Cibber ſays, with great 


Pathos, 


\ 


PREFACE. vii 


Pathos, I am the only Briton 
«© fo unhappily circumſtanced.“ 


Before Things come to an Ex- 
tremity, I inſiſt that the follow=. 
ing Farce be got 7 at both. 
HovsEs, as 1 ſhall chuſe to 
caſt the Parts, for ether 
THEATRE; and, when 
once the SPOUTER #s acted, 
then the APPRENTICE may, 
as the Author fooliſhly ſays, 
e Elope from his Friends, 
c without any one's deſiring 
„ him to return to his Bu fi- 


cc neſs.” 
The Acting Manager of 


Drury-Lane could have noRea- 
ſon for rejecting the SpourER, 
but becauſe the Author did not 

ask 


vii PREFACE. 

ask him, like other ſervite 
Writers, to furnih the Pro- 
lague. How much better our 
own Prologue 1s, and how he 
has pulfered from it, i, ſub- 
mired to the Candour of the 
P ublic * | 


* 


PROLOGUE. 
Written by the Author of the Farce. 


Intended to be ſpoke 
By Mr. GARRICK, dreſs'd in Black. 
T the Old B-—y, <vhen the Seſſions ſit, 


A The Culprit comes, as if before the Pit; 
Before bis awful Judges and the Fury, 
Cries out, NOT GUILTY,” to evade their Fury. 
But here the ſcribbling Felon of To- nig bt 

Arraions bimfelf, before the Town indite : 
_« GUILTY,” be cries—-But let me, let me tell ye, 
In Bar to Tudgment——He doth plead his Belly. 


Prologues are but Inditments ; which, once read, 
The Judges doom the Wretch alive or dead. 
If dead, the doleful Cart thro” Holborn moves, 
I here ſoft-ey'd Girls pour forth their little Loves. 
Array d in Black, the Heroes paſs along, 
bro pitying Murmurs of the gaping Throng. 


This for the Author As to bis little Play, 
We hope to meet your Favour here To-day. 
Fe brine OUR SPOUTER, 2 young giddy Lad, 
With Tragi-comedy ſublimely mad ; | 
A Frelp 
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PROLOGUE. 
Freſh from the SPOUTING-CLUB, a motly Place, 
I here little Bajazets the Carpets grace; 
here mimic Kings in glitt ring Splendor move, 
And little Alexanders born of Jove. 
A Youth then bonours the Theatric Muſe, 
Who all the Day cries, © Black your Honour's 
| « Shoes. ö 
There bloody Cawdor cleaves the gen ra! Ear, 
In Hockley-Hole cho draws a Can of Beer. 
Ev'n City- Prentices are acting found; 
They change their Y ARDS for SCEPT RES, 
PEACE for SOUND, 
And Truncheons break, and daſh upon the Ground. 


To ſtop this gen ral epidemic Rage, 
And cure the Phrenzy of this madd ning Age, 
Was our great Poet's noble, gen rous Aim, 
His Boſom glowing «with the Love of Fame: 
For ſure a Farce, deny this Truth cubo can, 
1s the hig b. finiſp d Maſter- piece of Man. 
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PERSONA, 


Mucxworm, an old Man. : 
SLENDER, Bis Son. EM JS Hill, 


PaTzzNnrT, 4 Manager. 2 2 aul. 


Lu, another Manager. Mm Al 4 


SQvinT-EyzD PisroL, à great Actor. 2 7 (bb = 


DAPPERwIr, 4 great Mimick. 
TicxLEsR, 

PuzzrE, 

Lyzic, 

GrNnTLEMEN, at 4 Coffee-Houſe., 
SERVANTS. 


WariTERSs, Cc. 


POUTE R : 


OR, THE 


TRIPLE REVENGE. 


ACT L SCENE L 
Slender's Lodging. 


Slender in Bed. 


Deborah CNTR, Sir ------- Mr. Sender! 
(without) Are you ſtirring, Sir? It's Ele- 
ven O'Clock. 
Sender, I know it. Prithee be quiet, Mrs. 
Deborah. Let me digeſt my Thoughts. 


B Deborah. 
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14 The SPOUTER: Or, 
Deborah. Sir---- but Sir! There's a Gen- 


tleman to enquire for you. 


Slender. I'm not at Home. 
Deborah. Very well, Sir. | 
dender. But, harkye, Mrs. Deborah ; come 
up again, and light me a Fire, 

Deborah. I will, Sir. 


Slender alone. 


Sender. It's bitter cold this Moming. I muſt 
riſe, and open the Door for the Maid (Gcts out 


of Bed, and opens the Door; then goes to Bed 


again.) Here will I lie, the Shadow of an 
Emperor. Why, good Heavens, did ye form 
me with all the Spirit, aſpiring Thoughts, and 
elegant Deſi res, that fill the happieſt Men? 


Enter Deborah. 


Deborab. I'm come to make your Fire, 
Sir 


Sender. That's a good Girl. 
Deborah (goes to the Cloſet.) Sir! Sir! 
there's no Coals ! | 
Slender. I bought a Peck the other Day. 
Deborah. Yes, but they are gone, Sir. | 
Slender. Are they? very well ---- I have 
the ztherial Fire to warm me. Deborah, what 


keeps you warm ? ---- Come here, you little 


Rogue, and you ſhall publiſh my Works in 
about nine Months 'T 1me. | 

Deborah. I does not underſtand you, Sir---- 
Here's Somebody coming up Staiis, Oh! it's 
the Waſherwoman, 


Enter 


* 


Enter Vaſbertwoman. 


Waſperwoman (curtſies) Sir, I'm come for 
your Linnen. | 
Slender. You'll find 'em in the Cloſet, 
Mrs. Deborah. © | 
Deborah: Here's but one Shirt, Sir. 
Slender. Very well ; give her that, and let 
her come for the reſt in the Evening. 


[ Excunt Deborah and Waſverwoman. 


Slender alone. 


Slender. Egad, I think I'll get up (Draws 
the Curtain, and dreſſes.) It's bitter cold ---- 
I wiſh there were a Fire ---- but 1 ſhall have 
Fire enough when I mump the proud Players---- 
I'll take em all off, ---- © Hiſt 3, give me 2 
** Can of your Small Beer.“ ( Mimicks Mr. 
Woodward.) Ha! what Noiſe is that ! (Comes 
forward, dreſs'd.) © Give me another Horſe ; 
bind up my Wounds.” ( Mimicks Mr. Gar- 
rick.) Lou ſhall never more ſtick Knife in 
Pudding of mine,” (Mimicks Mr. Taſwell.) 
Jes, yes, Mrs. Kitty, we'll have a Dance 
** by all Means.” ( Mimicks Mr. Shuter.) 
Egad, this is rare -- this will do; and then 
I'll write a Farce----Garrick has wrote a Farce; 
Mrs. Clive has; Mrs. Cibber has; Foote has--- 
I'll do the ſame. ---- I can mimick any Thing. 
( Makes a ſtrange Face, and gontinues ſo.) But 
come, Buſineſs muſt- be minded; let me ſeę 
what Halfpence I have---- one, two, three, four, 
five----Ah ! not quite Three-pence for a Diſh 
of Chocolate ---- Well, I can get a Diſh of 

& HR Coffee. 
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16 The SPOUTER: Or, 


Coffee. Let me ſee ----I have wrote a Prologue 
for my firſt Appearance. Where is it ? ---- 


Q! ---- here This will do. 


feel, David ! 


Does thou not 


Barry from his ſuperior Powers is flown, 
And Tyrant Garrick trembles on bis Throne. 


[Exit, 


SCENE, Suthampton-Street. 


Patent, 


Patent, in his Library. 


Fine full Hoyſe laſt Night; it 


* will be pretty well To-night too. 
I hate to play to a thin Houſe, becauſe my 
Love of Money, and my Love of Fame (thoſe 


darling Paſſions!) are both hurt by it. I 
have humm'd the Town finely : I'm no Actor 
at all, only they have not Senſe enough to 


find it out. Bid, Bid, Bid; come here, 


Bid. 


( Lap - Dog comes to him.) Come 
here, little Bidſey ; thou ſweet, pretty, little 


Creature. Buſs, Bidſey; buſs. 


Servant. Sir, there's a Gentleman defires ta 


Enter a Servant. 


ſpeak with you. 


T Penk. Bid the Gentleman walk in. 


Enter 


The Triple Revenge. 17 


Enter Slender. 


Patent. Your Servant, Sir. 

Sender. Yor”, moſt obedient. I want, Sir, 
to act. 

Patent. To act, Sar ? ---- What! ---- Is the 
God upon you, Sir ? 

Slender. The God upon me! I don't know 
what you mean by that, but I want to act, 

Patent. Have you thought about it, Sir, 
for any Time? 

Slender. About A Month. 

Patent. That's a very. ſhort Time, Sir: I 
never play a new Part in that Time. Have you 
any Relations, Sir? 

Sender. Yes, Sir; but I Toa? t care a 
Farthing for them. | 

Patent. But, Sir ---- I am afraid, ---- Bid. 
Bid, Bid. ---- This is a little Dog, Sir, that I 
am very fond of ---- O the little Bilſey TI | 
am afraid, Sir, that you can do nothing this 
Seaſon, Sir. My Houſe is very full ---- The 
Pot boils over ---- It wants skimming, Sir; 
and, I believe, I ſhall skim it at the End of 
the Seaſon. 

Slender. Well but, Sir; ; hear me in a Speech. 

Patent. Sir, I never 

Slender. One Speech. 

3 As it will be to no Purpoſe now, 
Sender. Why will you be ſo haſty ? 
Patent. Why ſhould 1 trouble a Gentle- 

man, when it really can't be, Sir ? - Bid, 

Bid, Bid. Who's there ? - Jobn, did nor 

1 hear Mr. Croſs ? | 
Servant. No, Sir. | 

Patent. 
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Patent. Well, then I muſt go to him. 
Sir, at the End of the Seaſon, if you chuſe. --- 
I'm going now to the Houſe. 

Slender. Then, Sir, I'll go to t'other Houſe. 

Patent. As you pleaſe, Sir.----Bid, Bid, 
Bid----'The pretty little Bidfey. (Z. akes the 
Dog up in his Arms, and carries it to the 
Houſe.) Poor Bid ! poor Bid! © 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE, The Piazza. 


Enter Slender. 


Gad, I'l go in to Mr. Tun. 
( Rings 4 Ben. ) Is Mr. Lun at 


Slender. 


Home ? 
Servant. Yes, Sir. 


SCENE, A Room within. 


Lun (ſous) his Legs up againſt the Chimney- 
piece, a Cat on his Shoulder, another on 
his Knee, a Pinch of Snuff in one Hand, 
and a Snuff-Box in the other. 


Lun. T*. Play of Mexander is a mere 
Pantomime, and that's the Reaſon 
any Body comes to ſee it. I have always 
got more Money by Pantomimes than Plays 
(Takes 4a Pinch of Snuff.) I hate this Mr. 
Parry I wiſh I could do without him; 
but I can't go an, if I have not him.---- 
And there was Mr, Murray laſt Year, 2 
coul 


The Triple Revenge. 19 


could not fleep in my Bed for him----Wrote ; 
me Letters at 'T'welve o'Clock at Night, | 


Enter a Servant. 


Servant. Sir, a Gentleman to ſpeak with 
ou. 
: Lun. Bid him come in. 


Enter Slender. tcl 


Tun. Who have we here? Another Spouter, 
I ſuppoſe. Walk in, Sir----Sit down. 

Sender. I believe, Sir, I had better break 
my Bufineſs at once. I want to act. 

Lun. To go an, Sir ?----Have you ever been 
Larned ? | | 

Sender. No, Sir; I'm a Scholar. 

Lun. Ay, that's what Mr. Murray, laſt 
Year, told me. 

Slender. Who, Sir ? 

Lun. Mr. Murray----A Man that begun 
with Oroonoko, or Othallo----He knew nothing 
at all of the Matter. Bo! His Voice went 
off at once, and he laid his Emphaſis on 
the Adjative.---- Sir, will you play me a 
Tune on this Spinit. 

Slender. I never learned, Sir. 

Tun. Then how can you do a much harder 
Thing, without being Larned ?- I could 
Larn you-----I'd play Richard with Mr. * 
Derrick, Patent againſt Patent. I could have 
made an Actor as well as he, only I never 
expected to ſee Five-Foot-Five in Faſhion. 
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The Green and Gold can do ſuch a Part- 


How ſhonld he ?----Did you ſee the Anagram 
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Enter Prompber. 


Prompter. Here's the Play we are going to 
tevive, Sir. How will you caſt the Parts ? 

Tun. That' $ a Matter of Moment, Mr. ----. 
I'll tell you in about ten Days. Let me 
ſee----I'll make no new Cloaths for it- 


The black Velvet will do ſuch a Part- 
Right !----I'll give no new Scenes neither---- 
The Cook's- Shop, and the Pamphlet- Shop, 
and St. Dunſtan's-Charch, and Leda and the 
Swan, will do very well for _ with Harvey- 
Hal, in the laſt Act. 

Prompreri Very well, Sir. | 

Tun. Ay; you may go, Mr.. — 

[ Exit prompter. 

Slender: Do you think I can come out this 
Seaſon? 

Lun. Les, if I Tarn you. ----Pray have” you 
been to hear Squint- Eyed Piſtol ? That Man 
tiened me Gd much as Mr. , I don't 
know his Name- -The Oxford Scholar that 
did Othalio- A Scholar never can malle an 
Actor. 1 hope you're no Scholar, Sir; 13 27 

Sender. Pardon me; Sir. N 

Lun. So much the worſe Tou- Nee 

your Emphaſis right. --Get down Dal 

152 's my favourite Cat -- Pur, Pur, Pur 
It's a fine Animal Mr. ----, They tell whe 
Squint-Eyed Piſtol made nothing of it.---- 


in the Papers ?----Pll read it to you, and 
mind how I lay my EG (Reads the 


— ) 


Upon 
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o 


of both Turk ATRES, 


Upon PisTor's Challenge * to the Actors of 


Bold is the Wight, who in the martial Liſts 
Attacks an armed . With naked Fiſts : 
But belder ſtill that Hero (could we find him) 


Who dares to fight, wth bath Hands ty'd be- 


ind bim. 5 
Tet with ſuch Valour, and romantic Rage, 
T he ſquint-ey'd Ancient Piſtol mounts the Stage, 
Dares to the Fight the whole dramatic Ring, 
Sans Noſe, ſans Teeth; ſans Taſte, ſans ev'ry 
Thing. | | 


There, Mr.; you ſee how I lay my 
Emphaſis. It's a very good Anagram 
Sans Noss, ſans Every TIN Sans 
Noſe, is very true. I know a Surgeon that 
has his Noſe in his Pocket-Book. 


Book ! 2 
Tun. Yes, Mr, —— ; I'll tell you how it 
Was. Down Puſs ---- Pur, Pur ---- $quint- 
. Piſtol, Mr. -----, was once in Company 
where Mr, -----, I forget the Surgeon's Name, 
though he's very eminent; the beſt in Erg- 
land, I aſſure you ---- And ſo Squint-Eyed 
Piſtol, was telling a Story: A Gentleman 
opened his Snuff-Box, which ſet Piſtol a 
ſneezing, and with that his Noſe fell off, and 
the r fell a laughing -So the Surgeon 
ſtooped down ; and, taking the Thing off the 


Ground, Sir,“ ſays he, to Squint-Eyed 


- 8 — n — 
— _ * — 


* Vid. the Inſpector and Evening Advertiſer of 
Saturday, Jan. 10, 1756. N 
C Piſtol, 


8 


Slender. How, Sir ! his Noſe in his Pocket- 
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Piſtol, I believe this is your Noſe, ”---- 1 
« proteſt ſo it is, my Dear, ſays Piſtol---- 
And ſo it was, Mr.: His Noſe fell off all 
of a ſudden, Mr. -----, occafioned by ſome 
former Injuries----And ſo what do you think 
this eminent Surgeon did? He put him on a 
new one, and ſo then the Man had a better 
Noſe than he was born with----And the Sur- 
= has now Piſtols Noſe in his Pocket- 
Boo 


Slender. A very extraordinary Story, Sir ! 
Lun. Yes, Mr. ----- : Do you ſee that Man 
that's waſhing Bottles in the Yard ? He ſhall 
an I Tarn him He'll do better than 
. Murray. (A violent Screaming in ano- 
tber Room.) I'll tell you what that is, Mr. 
: That is a Woman that I'm Larning to 
go an for Lady Tony. She's troubled with 
Fits----very violent Fits; this is the third ſhe 
has had 'To-day. (Screaming continues, and 
Lun laughs.) She's very bad, I believe, Mr. 
----- She ſhall go an, for all this----I muſt go 
now, Mr. -----, and ſee her. She has a 
Voice; you ſhall hear her, the next Time you 
come.-----Down, Puſs. (Screaming,) Pur, 
| Pur.----A fine Cat----You have no Fits, Puſs---- 
| I have a Mind to ſend you an ſome Night. 
| 


Nr 


— 
r 
* N 


| od (Takes Snuff.) Very violent Fits ! ---- If you 
14 come To- morrow, Mr, -----, I'll Tarn you. 


* p Ms 
„ 


it Slender. I ſhall wait upon you, Sir. | 
; LExeunt. 
Li. | SCENE, 
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SCENE, Newport-Street. 


Squint-Eyed Piſtol in an elegant Apartment, a 
Fur- Cap on, a Letter to D-—-- 
Eq; a Lift of all his Parts, a 


- 


of 
Verſes to a Great Man, and his Noſe and 4 


Set of Teeth lying on the Table. 


sol ( rubs Or pos ubs Troja fuit ----- A 
71 1 ) pretty Application that. Let 
me ſee; I thought my Letter would have ſold 
better—-Egad, I'll advertiſe a new Edition, at 
the Deſire of ſeveral Perſons of Quality; with 
a Nora Bene, Thoſe who could not have the 
firſt Edition, may have this. (Tremulates his 
Voice.) What mighty Things have been 
e done by Puffing ?” 


Enter Cook. 


Cook. What will you chuſe to have for Din- 
ner, Sir? | 

Piſtol. Roaſt the Duck. 

Cook. It ſtinks, Sir. 

Piſtol. Stinks ! ſo much the better. Put . 
large Quantity of Onions in the Belly of it : 
love a mg Duck and Onions. 

[Exit Cook. 

Piſtol. 1 have not done Juſtice to myſelf in 
this Lift of Parts. There are many more 1 
could do in the ſame Plays, and full as well : 
For Example now, in Othello !----Deſdemona, 
or melia. 


C232 Re-enter 
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3; (1 Rewer Oat, © 


- Cook. Sir, Mr. Sender come to ſee you. 
Piſtol. Hip! bem! ----- Bid him come in. 
(Here Piſtol puts on bis Noſe, and bis Ti eth in 
his. Mouth.) 

Slender. My dear Piſtol. ! ! | 
Piſtol. Damn you, my Dear. ( Aſide. ) = 
80, my dear Sir, how do ye do? Sit down 
Well, when do you appear ? 

Slender. L have been with Patent in Sourh- 
ampton- Street ; but he won't have me. 
Piſtol. So much the better, my Dear ----- A 
Intle French Refugee ! ------ Hi ip! hem! 
Pleaſantry about him, but a vile Tragedian---- 
Horrid little Fellow! I'll tell you a Secret of 
him ---- He has committed Murder. 
Slender. Murder ! 

Piſtol. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt it 
4% is' ----But no Matter for that Yes, Mur- 
der ! ------ Do you remember Delane ? ----- A 
harmleſs, inoffenſi ve, good-natur'd, well-con- - 
dition'd ------- Lent me Money very often — 
I ſpeak well of him, now he's dead. 
tender. Yes, and a good Actor too. 
Piſtcl, No, my Dear; thank you for that 
1 had the Town then ----- But, I tell you, he 
murdered him. He broke the Man's Heart. 
28 took him off, and the Man never foie 
The Coroner's Inqueſt ſat upon htm 
4 | Surgeon open'd his Body, and G, 1 R. 
R, I. C, K, was found in Capitals on B 
Capitals as great as you ſee in the Bills: Capitals 
as tall as himſelf; G----d help him, little 
Urchin ------ I ſhall touch omg Here's the 


Speech I ſpoke laſt Night, I ſhall ſpeak it 
Again, 
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again, at the Deſire of ſeveral Perſons of Qua- 
lit 

bender. I have been with Lun too, 

Piſtol. Than you have been with a ---- de- 
ſpicable----Hip ! hem !----A Nobody----a mere 
Nobody, I ſhall tell the Town how he came 
by his Patent ----- and then I've a Stroke at the 
little Man's Don . 1 ſhall tell how 
Wilks did it exit Mr. Witks, and 
enter Ranger in a Spdaniſs Dreſs. Lively 
that! A Stroke Hip! hem! ----- ( Hits 
upon Slender s 647 | 
* r 158 have ſpit upon we, ; Me. 

Z - 

| Diſtal. I know i it, my WS | 

Sender, Well! 1 muſt be oing. 

Piſtol. Whither in ſuch a urry ? 

Sender. I'm going to ſee Squire Dapper- 
Wit. 

P Ay, D erwit indeed The 
Fad, an a * — — Hip! hem! — A — 
Something like flaſhy Parts ---- But he has no 
Ds no Integrity. el. your Servant, my 

Slender. Sir, your moſt obedient. (They 
bow ; Piſtol drops bis Noſe ; Slender ſtoops 
for it; Piſtol prevents him. 

Piſtol, Never mind it, my Dear ( Turns 
about and puts it on.) Damn 
had like to have trod on't - (_4ſide.) Your 
Servant, my Dear. 

8 Piſtol, your Servant. 


[ Exeunt. 
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SCENE, James s-Street, Cyvent- 
Garden. 


Dapperwit alone, plucking his Beard; one 
Foor againſt the Chimney, greaſy Night-Cap 
on, his Nails over-grown ; ng Papers on 

a Table before him. He reads an Account. 


Dapperwit. MIR. , in Bond-Streer, two 
Barrels of Small Beer. 
Mr. , in Piccadilly, two Half Barrels. 
Mr. , in Pall-Mall, two Half Barrels. 
Half a Barrel return'd, becauſe the Servants could 
not drink it. Damn the Small Beer ----I was 
humm'd then. It won't do. 


© 7 aras a Wight, if ever ſuch Wight were; 
To do what ? | 
* To ſuckle Fools, and chronicle Small Beer.” 


O, damn the Small Beer. But here's a Re- 


viver ---- A New Farce ---- that 1s ---- a New 
Comedy. It's true, a Gentleman told me of 
the Subje& firſt; and, in Confidence too! by 
Way of conſulting my Judgment----** 'Thus do 
L ever make my Fool my Purſe To con- 
ſult me l- -A Blockhead ! ---- He might have 
known me better. There will be a great Burſt 
when this appears ----- I'll change the Name of 
the Piece. Yes, but won't that be like the 
Iriſþpman, that deſerted from his Regiment 
and, when he was taken afterwards, ſaid to 
his Friend, By my Shoul, myſelf . 

> f think 


« think I would be taken, for I went by ano- 
© zher Name.” ---- Never mind that tho. I 
wiſh I could have got it done at Drury-Lane z 
but rot it, I was rejected there ---- But I'll do it 


at the other Houſe : It's true, it's not in ſo much 


Repute, but Il take my Chance, 


Enter Servant. 
Servant, Mr. Sender, Sir. 


Enter Slender. 
Dapperwit. Ha! my dear Sender Sit 


down. 

Slender. You ſeem to be in good Spirits. 

Dapperwit. No, I took Opium * laſt Night, 
and ſo I have been ſenſible all the Morning 
Tho' I begin to cheer up, at Sight of you. 

Slender. You do me a great deal of Honour. 

Dapperwit ( ſtarts up.) Mia Spiletta! 
( Mimicks) under de Table. ( Mimicks.) Hi! 
haw ! pi! pa! pauf! bo! (Aimicks.) 
Pretty well that, ep | 

Slender. Charming ! charming ! 

Dapperwit. Did you ever ſee me do a Dog ? 
(Mmicks.) Bow! wow! WOW I wow! 

Slender ( Laughs.) Ha! ha! ha! 

Dapperwit ( Laughs.) Ha! ha! ha! 

Slender. Ha! ha! ha! 

Dapperwit., Ha! ha! ha! 

Slender. Ha! ha! ha! 

Dapperwit, Ha ! ha! ha! 


n 


— — au _ 
* 


— 


* A Cuſtom he has of taking Opium, as Mr. 
Bayes did ftewed Prunes. 
Slender. 
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Slender. Ha ! ha! ha! 
Deapperwit. Ha! ha! ha! ls 
Slender. Ha! ha! ha! 9 beg 
Dapperuit. Ha! ha! ha! 

| Slender. O dear Heart, I ſhall FA with 

ng. 
apperwit. Bow ! wow ! wow! wow ! ; 

Sender. Ha! ha! ha! 

Dapperwit. Ha! ha! ha! 

Slender. Ha! ha! ha! 

Dapperwit. Ha! ha! ha! I 

Slender ( holding his Sides.) Well, to be 
ſure--—-Ha! ha! (faintly)----Well, to be ſure, 
you're ſuch a comical Fellow. 

. Dapperwt. It will do; won't it? Let 
me alone —-I'Il do all this in my Prologue---- 
Bow ! wow! wow! 

Sender. O, for Heaven's ſake----Ha ! ha! 
You'll be the Death of me----Do, fit down. 

Dapperwit (fits.) Well, my dear Sender, 
where haſt been ? 

Slender. I'm juſt come from ſeeing Piſtol. 

Dapperwit. A fad Dog !----He has no Vir- 
tue! no Integrity \----What does the Blockhead 
— to 4 Town for ?----I heard him the 
other Night, and I was going to ask him---- 
Well, bu why Mr. Piſtol do you apply to the 
Town for Redreſs ?----Have you ever ſuffer'd 
in their Service ?----If you can make it a 
that you burſt your Lungs, by roaring in 2 
ſpur, or that you broke a Leg by a Hop and a 
Strut in Lothario, or that you run your Noſe 
againſt a Scene, or that you loſt an Eye by 
ſquinting in Abel Drugger, why then you 
would be entitled to ſome Relief, 

Sender. O, excellent, excellent Ha! ha! 

Dapperwit. Mia Spiletta! ( Mimicks.) 

| Slender. 
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Sender. Nay, prithee, I muſt be — if 
you do. 

Dapperwit. Sit down; and III read you my 
Farce. (Reads.) 

Slender: No, not now z I muſt run away. 
Dapperwit ( ſtarts up.) Bow ! wow ! — 5 
Slender. Well, there - . ha !---- 

no ſtanding that, Hal. 
Dapperwir. Ha! hat 
Slender (going down.) Ha! ha! ha! 
Dapperwit (at the 7 op of the Stairs. ) Ha! 
ba! ha! Bow! wow! wdw! / 
Slender. Hal ha! (Falls don oy Ts Yo 
; — Ha ! ha !----You, are not hurt, 


1 W bal 


9 Bow | wow! _ wow! Ha! hal 
4 8 


9 my 
F 45 ba 2 0 - 4 # 


_— 


End of the FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Muckworm and Slender. 


Muckworm. OU Scoundrel, what Right 

f have you to ſtrut, and wear 

rollup Stockings, and be a 

— Gentleman, and cock your Hat, and read 
oetry- 

Slender. Why really, Sir---- 

Muckworm. Sdeath, I believe I ſhall take 
an Averſion to you ---- You look like a Booby 
now. I'Il ſay no more to you, you Raſcal.---- 
'Sdeath, I want to go Backwards ; have you got 


any foul Paper ? 
Slender. 


Slender. No, Sir. 

Muckworm. What Book is that jutting out 
of your Pocket? Let me ſee? (Pulls it out.) 
An Elegy written in a Country Church-Yard ! 
This will do very well----It's fit for no other 
Uſe----Ha ! ha ! ---- It-will do very well. 

Ie... 


Gender. I believe the Devil's in the Man, 


for my Part: Becauſe he's my Father, he thinks 
he has a Right to be a Torment to me.----Do 


for me ! no, not he; hell never do any Thing 


for me ---- © Law and Figures, he cries ; 
„Law and Figures will make a Man of you”. 
The Man has no more Taſte, than ſo much 
Stock-Fiſn ---- Eternally plaguing me with 
Vulgar Fractions and Nonſenſe, 


Re-enter Muckworm. 


Muckworm. Twelve times Twelve is a 
Hundred and Forty-four, So, I've made a 
right Uſe of your Elegy writtea in a Country 
Church-Yard. Death and Thunder, you Booby, 
look at your Legs. You be a fine Gentleman ! 
I never was a fine Gentleman. + 

Slender. Nobody ſays you was, Sir. © 

Muckworm. Rot it, I deſpiſe it. Do you 
ſtep now to the Stationer's, in Inner Temple- 
Lane, and ſee if there's any Letters for me. 

Slender. Yes, Sir, | 

Muckworm, And let me ſee no more Elegies, 
young Man, 

Sender. No, Sir, ----I ſhall write an Elegy 


on your Death. INTE [ Ext. 
Muck<vorm. A Scoundrel ! Raſcal ! Booby! 
Block head ! [ Exit. 


D.2 SCENE, 


The Triple Revenge. 31 


L 4 w „ . 
7 = 1 0 8 S 8 * = - . 1 
4 4 » 4 & 4 p I... on) 
= - 2 
3 * . rns ages = 2 
x % i & 1 * i * * — ” 5 pl * * 
* I * 
2 » » N - . 
4 = 
* 
* — * ” 4. 
5 =, 1 1  * f * 
* — — = * » * N On Py — ow 2 
2 0 , lth” & * „ * 


— — 


2 * * 
i. 
ies RG 
«SA 


2 
„ 


* 


. . 6 q i N 7 
g Ga 
6 
p : 4 — * 
* 4 
8. » 4 31 ? 
. . 4 4 — 
——— Tk” . 
— — — — 
4 þ d i G 
as 1 
0 ABS. LS 
pe 
+ — * 


2 


* "4 - J 
2 . 0 
18 
1 an 7 
* N o 
„„ ** „* 
6 . 4 Ne 
* * = — 
— * 
my ua. 
- — — 


. 
* Oat 
F * 


3% The S POUT ER; Or, 


8 2 E NE, 4 Bookſetler's He. 


Rubric: OHN, | ſtep with this to the At: 
vertiſer. 

Mac Gregor. Mr. Rubric, I have forehued 
my Priends at Aberdeen. and I am come here 
to gi you a Treatiſe upon Conic Sections, in 
which J was aſſiſted by « a Philomath at Hun. 
ferling. 
8 Rubric, Thoſe Things are mere Drugs now, 

15 „ 
Mac Greg or. What wull ha' Mon ? Good 
Laird ! | am willing to do any Thing. Wull 
you ba a T ranſlation of Burgerſdicius ? 

Rubric. It won't do, Sir. 

Mac Gregor. Can you let me ſee a Pamphlet 
call'd Wheeping Rods? It was publiſh'd — 
Time ago. 


Rubric, 1 never heard of it, Sir. 


Enter Mr. Macmanus, 


Macmanus. Arrah, but have you the Me. 
moirs of a Woman of Pleaſure, my Dear 
Rubric. No, Sir. 
_ » Macmanus, Ow | the Devil fire it; 1 would 
not find it any where. I Servant, Mt, 
Bookſeller. it; i. 


Enter Slender 


3 How do you do, Sir ? Well, how 
do you fell, Mr. Rubric ? 

Rubric. Very bad, Sir. 

Sender, What has my laſt Thing fold 1 ? 
Rubric, 


be Triple Revenge. 33 
Rubric. It does not move, Sir. 6 
Slender. My barbarous and bloody Murder, 

how 1s that ? 
Rubric. A Drug. 
Slender. M ae Accidents? 
Rubric, A 
Slender. My Foſfls and Minerals? 
Rubric. A Drug. 
Slender, My Hiſtory of Plants? 
Nubric. A Drug. 
Slender. My Anfwer 70 Bolingbrooke ? 
Rubric. All upon Hand, 


Slender. My Letter to Mr. Woodward ? 8 
Rubric. The Sale of His deſtroyed yours. * 
| Slender. Very well ! I'll call again 'To-mor- 3 
row Damn 1 by : _ all theſe Fellows 1 1 
Rogues. [Exit 1 
t | | 
8 8 . . Pa) p 
SCE N E, A Coffee- Houſe. #3 3 
3 
Iſt dic WA, give me the Pub- "Y 
2d Gentleman. Give me the Daily. 4 1 3 
| 3d Gentleman. Bring me the World. [207 
b, 4th Gentleman. Give me a Dram. 4 5 
5 b Gentleman. Some red Tea. 7 
4 btb Gentleman. The Connoiſſeur. 723 3 
7th Gentleman. Have you been at either 3 NJ 
e Houſe to Night, Six ? E. 
| 8th Gentleman. I was at Alexander the other 8. 
Night, 6 4 
7th Gentleman. Hum ; 5 
8:h Gentleman. Pretty good Houſes to it. 8 
W Itb Gentleman. Hum! 1 
8th Gentleman. It rains ſadly this | os „ 
775 Gentleman. Hum! nA 
8th Gentleman. 2 
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8th Gentleman. Bad Play-Night. 
_ 7th Gentleman. Hum | 


Enter Slender. 


Sender. Has any Body been to enquire for 
e 
Waiter. No, Sir. 
7th Gentleman. Have 
Mr. Sender ? 

Slender. No, Sir. 8 

7th Gentleman. Hum MA 

Tickler. Have you read Sheridan's Book ? 

Puzzle. 1 have. J 

Tickler. How do you like it ? 

Puzzle. The Man has a correcter Mind than 
I imagined. 

Tickler. It's damn'd Stuff. 

Puzzle. You're not an adequate Judge --- 
To be ſure there might be more, but it is not 
in him. I know a great deal more upon the 
Subject, if I knew how to bring it out; but it 
is in my Mind like a----a---- a----L want a 
Word- -Like a Sooterk in, or as a Child in the 
Womb, before it's quick : Tho' I begin to feel 
it kick ſometimes in my Brain ---- The Child 
of my Brain begins to kick -L be damn'd if 
that is not new and metaphorical----The Child 
begins to kick---- Sete | 

Tickler. You and your Child may kiſs 
my | 

Tus e. Nay, but good Manners, prithee, or 
I may begin to kick. 

Ticker. You kick l- Follow me out. 

Puzzle ( follows him out, and Ricks him.) 
It's for your Good I do it. 


you been next Door, 


Enter 
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Enter Squint-Ey'd Piſtol. 


Piſtol. Hip! hem l- How do you, Sir ?---- 
Hip! hem! Hip! hem! | 
Iſt Gentleman. You ſeem to have ſomething 
of Aſthma, Mr. Piſtol. AER: \ 
Piſtol. Hip! hem ! ---- No, Sir - Hip! 
hem ! ----Thank God ---- Hip ! hem ! ---- My 
Powers and my Organs ---- Hip ! hem !----My 
Or ---- Hip! hem! ---- are in very £ 
Order; and, hip! hem !---- Hip ! hem! ---- 
and, bleſs my Maker, I am as well as ever I was 
in my Life. . WY 

7 Gentleman. Pray, Sir, have you a Com- 
miſſion in any of the new-rais'd Regiments? 

Piſtol. No, my Dear; why do you ask? 

2d Gentleman. Your Suit of Scarlet made 
me imagine ſo. 3 
- Piſtol. You ſee you lie ---- Hip! hem!---- : 
under a Miſtake, my Dear. | 

Sender. Had you a good Houſe laſt Night, | 
Mr. Piſtol ? 5 

Piſtol. Full as it could hold all Ladies of 
Faſhion -- By their Defire I did it- No Man 
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is ſo much defir'd by People of Faſhion as : 4 5 
me----I work'd G- : ----O, he's a little, = 3 
paltry, good-for-nothing Fellow. I countenanced 2 & 7? 
him when he came on the Stage firſt ---- Gave 1 
him my Parts----I'm glad his French Dancers x 1 a 
were demoliſhed. He's a Frenchman him- * 


ſelf ---- And this poor old Fool next Door ---- 
Such a Manager -I work'd 'em both laſt 


Night----I'll repeat what I ſaid---- ¶ Tremulates 
his Voice.) 


2 2 3 4 i 
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Abciates, Brethren, Countrymen and Friends, 
Partakers with us in this glorious Enterprize, 
Which 
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Which for our Belly we have undertaken ; 

It grieves us much ; yes, by the Gods, it does ! 
That we, whoſe great Ability and Parts, 

Have quondam rais d us to the Realms of Pame, 


So they did, by G----d; 


That awe ſhould, with an Upſtart of the Stage, 
Contend fucceſsleſs, to eat, to eat, to eat; 
Tet, at the Deſire of our hungry, wretched Self, 
Thus to the Public deign we to appeal : 
Behold, how humbly the Great Piſtol kneels , 
Say then, O-Town, is it your Royal Will, 
That one of my Benevolence of Soul, 5 
Such Grace, Integrity, and unſpotted Fame, 
Shall play one Hundred and fifty Parts, | 
With any Actor now upon the Sagt? 
[All hiſs. 
Piſtol. Thanks to the Town ---- That Hiſs 
ſpeaks your 7047 ; | 
Such was the Hifs that ſpoke the great Applauſe 
Our mighty Father mer with, when he 727 
His RIDDLE on the Stage: Such was the Hiſs 
Melcom'd his Cæſar to the Egyptian Shore : 
Such was the Hiſs, in which King John ſhould 
have expir d : 
Such were the Hiſſes, which from Age to Age 
Our Family has born triumphant on the Stage, 


[AI hiſs, 


1K Gentleman. Have you ſeen the Epigram 

that was in the Papers? | 
Piſtol. Ay, that was wrote by M-*Zphy. 
He's the damn'deſt Actor, and the damn'deſt 
Author----Hip! hem ! ----G--d help him! 
a filly young Man ---- I ſaw him do Ofmyn ---- 
Ha! ha !----Hip! hem! He did not know 
where to put the Paper after he read 1t----Would 
| not 
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Fe) Man do ſo? ( Struts and tremulares 
ce. 


% Eben. Sir, you bade kroc upon my 


1 I. 1 know it, my Dear” —— But Lord 
help * young Man —1* . J he'd thidk of 
Writin ----ſuck damn'd Stuff as that Ap rentice 
18 it's as bad as BARBAROSSA propos ! 
I lk tell you a Story, my '--=- You 'kriow 
there was a Cobley laſt Year did a dating Action 
at Algiers, and:killed Mr. Hickinbot rom There 
the Dey----No Matter who, 

3d Gentleman. It lies towards the LE VAM. 

Piſtol. Damn the LEVAN YH; tho' I ſhould 
be glad to throw a Levant for it=--But 1 would 
have a Play wrote as a Burleſque on the other, 
and call it--—What do you think ? 

1ſt Gentleman. I Jad t know. 

Piſtol. CopLERO8A! Hip! hem! -—- 
CosLzzossA - I'll propoſe it in my next 
Letter Apropos -I have receiv'd a Letter 
from ſeveral eminent Merchants, deſir ing my 
Lectures at the Crown, behind the Exchange 
Here's the Letter. (Reads.) 


„ Ebenen by the Fame of your Polite- 


neſs and Condeſcention, and prompted to 

it by the Knowledge we have of your great 

„ Abtlinies, we preſume to trouble you to give 

„ Jour inimitable Lectures behind the Change; 
and you wilt for ever oblige.” 


( Signed 9 500 Names. 7 | 


Slender. Pra „Mr. Piſtol, is not that your 
Hand-writing 7 | F 


Piſtol. Hold your Tongue, my Dear . 
always write to myſelf. (A de.) 1 ſhall cer- 
tainly 
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tainly go there; and then my Scheme is to bu 
Doctor Rock's one Horſe-Chaiſe; and then 
ſhall go about the Town, giving Diſſerta- 
tions (not on PaxTiEs) ----but on, Actors; 
and it will ſerve me -—-Hip !' hem !---- when I 
make my Viſitations to the Theatres, an Ac- 
count of which I ſhall publiſh' in a Paper, 
LET 77. 5 2 
Sender. Pray, Mr. Piſtol, . have you ſeen 
Dapperwit's Farce? n 
Piſtol. No, not I. Lord help the Man 
There's another Foo} to think of writing -tho 
he's a better Writer than AH phy- ps 
an Idiot; but "Dapper has r only 
the Man is eaten up with Vanity, and has no 
Oeconomy ---- no Virtue- Not a Grain of Vir- 
tue ---- nor no Integrity----Not a Grain of In- 
tegrity, by G--d,-----I ſhall give my Lectures 
at the Robin- Hood Society alſo, and then in 
Hockley the Hole; and, in the Summer, at 
Richmond, if thoſe damn'd Actors come there: 
And ſo, © Burn, hiſs, and bounce waſte Pa- 
* per, ſtink and die.” | . 


. r 
CI ee 2 A 


Enter Dapperwit. 


Dapperwit ( ſinging.) Ma Belle, ma toute 
a----Belle-*--a, Repond a mes Amour Ha! 
Mr. Piſtol; I rejoice ---- How do you do, 
Sender? 3 
Piſtol. My dear Dapperæuit, I am heartily 

lad to ſee you-ͥ Lou're the only theatrical Man 
Ja has any Virtue, or Integrity ---- The reſt 
have no Integrity. 

'Dapperwit. You do me a great deal of 
Honour, Mr. Piſtol: To be eſteemed for In- 
tegrity, by a Man of your known Integrity, 
makes me feel ſome 1% Symptoms of Va- 
nity ---- Mia Spiletta! ( Mimicks.) Che, Che, 


he, 
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Che, Che, Cheaten ra- r 

Dr. des iber rigbt, an't it, Jender? 

rr 6. WoW! wow (Barks.) | 
Sender. 


©. Heavens, I can't ſtand that. 
Psſtol ( Aſide.) W's damn'd Stuff, by Gd 
---- My dear, Mr. Dapperwit, you're the beſt 
Mimick in.the Würde. 
| Dapperwit ( Mimicks.) Pi! pa! pauf! 
4 ia Spiletta ? Bow I wow! wow! wow ! . 
"4 Sender. Ha! ba! RE 
a | _ Dapperwit, Ha! ha! 1 
Piſtol. Ha ! ha! (During his Laugh his 
Noſe drops off, and Doctor TE. the An- 
tiquarian, goes into a Corner with it, to put it 
up in bis Pocket for a Rarity.) _. 
Piſtol ( ſeeing him.) Pardon me, my Dear; 
that belongs to me Off drops the ſy m- 
<< pathetic Snout '---- Hip! hem! Have you 
been to ſee the Apprentice, Mr. Dapperwit 2 
' Dapperwit. Yes, I went one Night ---- All 
Traſh. Mood ward did nothing in the Part. I 
ſhall do it, to fhew how it ought to be- But 
damn it, the Author of it is the moſt ridiculous 
Son of a-----I never heard him ſay a good Thing 
in my Life ---- A Driyeler !---- an Idiot. The 
Man liv'd with me at my Villa, my Tuſculum--- 
Taught him Othello there----Had not a Shoe to 
his Foot, and no Shirts. He was ſcribbling the 
Gray's-Inn Fournal at that Time. Did you ever 
any of them ? | 
Slender. Very ſeldom. | 
' Piſtol. I never did; and I believe no Body 
did: Tho' I can't ſay there may be ſuch Peo- 
ple. Hip! hem! 
Dapperwit. All his Papers ſeem'd to me 
damn'd Stuff. The Fool is going to reprint 'em. 
He'll ſpend all he got by his fooliſh Farce, upon 
'em. No Body will buy em. His Farce, to be 
_ — 3 ſure, 
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ſure, was dam d 8 till you ſer 
mine Mine will be the Phy 1 was F flex 
Five Hundred Pounds for i SY þ l'tead 5 it to you; 
. Gentleman. I had rather wait, Sir. 
apperwit. Do you chuſe to hear, Sir by * 
2d Gentleman. Excuſe me, Gir. 

e Lou, Sir — 1 will be vo 
Trouble. 

3d Gentleman. I had rather wait che ABing 
Dapperwit. It will neyer * as I can 
read it. If I could do all the P "It would 
be fine. The Actors can't do 1t----I wonder at 
their Impudence to TR to act at all----Not 
one of em 1 25 rea cis ed dt 
he can't ---- They're a mn orant -=»- 
Will you hear it, wo 48 * ate 
| ah Gentleman. I have not Time, air. 4 
1 Dapper wit. Sir, I ſhall think it no Feet, 

vou 

8 % Gentleman. I never trouble my Head 
about theſe Things. 

Dapperwit. May be ſo; you're a Matter of 
Fact Man, I ſuppoſe- Get the Gentleman the 
London Mercury----Do you chuſe to hear, Sir? 
tb Gentleman. No, Sir. 4 

Dapperwit. I'll read it to yo A 3 

7th Gentleman. Pardcw'me; Sie; I muſt be 

oing. 
: Dapperwsr.- Sir, if you pleake, wel fit 
down. 

8th Gentleman, | am going to read the 
Apprentice, Sir, 
 Dapperivit. You are, are you ?----T ſuppoſe 
vou'll buy the Gray Inn Journal, and go and 
ſ-e the Author act -Will no Body hear it Pep 
Slender ---- 

Sender, No, no more ---- Fifty Times is 
enough for me. 


Dapper ir. 


' The Tuple Revenge. 


Dapper uit. Piſtol, will you 2 1! 3 
. Excuſe me, my Dear: I muſt go Home. 

err. Well when, I'. ft. down, and 1 
you" '# 


ſo pleaſant ?----He = His Th 

ay Thing her* 15 nom he does not 
always know who he is ſpeak N fo as 
the K Was going/ to his Chair one Night 
aſter the Play, Re 15 — 75 any Thing- view ro 
come out ? fays the K- EA what 
does the ER but he takes his Snuff 
You know his old Way He ks his Snuff--=- 
And, cc Mr. 1 | of ſays he cc 1 believe 
* not.”----Ha! ha! 

Piſtol, Ha! ha! 

Sender. Ha! ha! 5 

Dapperwit. Ha! ha! ---- He did not know 


of my Farce then, but Fc Body knows of it 
now, Do hear it? 


Piſtol. No, my Dear, no 5 T muſt Home, 
and finiſh m \ ſtinking Duck----Hip 1 | 
The King of Pruſſia has join'd England - SAR AY 
1 had it from a Man of Faſhion----Hip ! hem! | 


3 


Enter a Bailiff. 


| Pali I've an Action againſt you, Sir. 50 1 


Piſtol. Againſt me, my Dear ?----I don't owe 01 
a Shilling. | 


- gk Mr. Dentifrice arreſts you for your 
eeth 


Piſtol. I'm cler by the 2 
Bailiff. No, but « laſt Set. 


Piſtol 5 
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Piſtol. Here, then; take my Tenth for. Beil. 
(Takes | em out.) 

Dares of They will never do, . (9s 
bis oſe.) it £ 

hy ol * Bis Treth in bis Hand.) Haw 1 
Wy 2 * F 
1 ou tter put dem in ny 
Sir----You'll ſpeak plainer z and, in th * 
Time, ou muſt come with me. 

PViſtal. Hip | hem 1---- & Exeunt.. 

Dappernie (_Mimicks bim.) Hip! hem! my, 
Dexr----Did, you ever hear fuch a Fellow? 
's this he has dropp'd here pA, us ſee. 
This is his Challenge to all the Aftors----I ſup- 
poſe it will be in the Papers To- n 
_ it out. (Reggs.) 


wo 1. the Particular Deſire of all Perſons of 
| Waluy 3 : 


9e nk; Ancient Piſtol, famous and renowned thro? 
all His Majeſty's Dominions ; not only 

6 ig my Proweſs in Arts and Parts, but alfo 
«© for. my es Truth, Modeſty, Sincerity, 
«and Honeſty : Having, after many Years in- 
* defatigable Study, Labour, Induſtry, Practice, 
and Experience, arrived to the preateft Per- 
'« ſection in the Quart and Terſe, Back-ſtroke 
« and Fore-ſtroke, of the Dramatic Tilts and 


<6 Tournaments.; have challeng d, do, and will 


„ challenge the whole Theatrical World, to 
* meet me at fair Combat, through all the 
„Weapons of Kart, Strut, Sguint, Hem, and 
* Fit; not only for the Satisfaction of my 
„ everlaſting Admirers the Public, whoſe faith- 


1 ful Servant 1 confeſs I am, but alſo for my 


„ own Emolument, as well as the Diſgrace and 
1 Downfal of thoſe vain-glorious and conceited 
* Pretenders 
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& e in that Science (whereof 1 moſt 
„ 1mpartially declare 7 am myſelf che only: 
25 Maſter) I mean the * Sta uy gg 
„ G21 Dacttt RA &c. &. 
** thoſe implacable, e a — 
© Enemies to me, Merit, Nature, Character, 
20 e I fay, 
the many invidious, envious, falſe, ſcan- 
** dalous, a -ungentleman-like Reports in- 
** duſtriou about, to wound my in- 
vulnerable — ſuch as maliciouſly 
" infinuating, that I am "totally Debilitated, b 
having loſt the Uſe of my Five Senſes ; 
here repeat the dire and tremendous Invi« 
tation,----But as Malice over-charg'd juſtly 
recoils upon the Evil-Doers, ſo theirs in this; 
* for their Judgment, if they had any, might 
** have ſhewn them, ſuch. 1 Afffictions 
could never have fallen to my Lot; as the 
World knows my Life is, and ever has been, 
an eternal Round-O of Innocence, Abſtinence, 
and Virtue. 
My Time is too precious to be waſted in 
* the Vindication of an untainted Perfon, or an 
** unblemiſhed Reputation; therefore, "leſt 1 
** ſhould, for the firſt Time, be thought to 
have too good an Opinion of my own Abi- 
** littes, which, thank Heaven, are in their 
** full Vigour, I ſhall only add this----If the 
above Heroes, as they e ſtile them- 
ſelves, are Fool-hardy enough to enter the 
Liſts with me There is my Glove 
* Hobnob's the Word ---- Take't or leave t. 
« Vent, vidi, vici. 


1. 
ce 
4. 
«ec 


«c 
cc 
© 
cc 


«c 
cc 


Dapperwit. What a vain Blockhead it is ?---- 
And he brings his Father to confirm all he ſays. 
Is not that like the Story of the Boy in Parts, 


who 
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who walked al ub s Basket fol of L 
out, ather Cures Forts 
en 2 which the Father, by of 
ing at forge + Diftnace, ſays, © The Child fays 
true.” ----But, rot him, no more —— 
Come, Sender, hear my Farce. 
Sender. No, I muſt be gone Good 
* ſhall mount ſoon. 
ermit. You'll make a great 
Sener. Io you think ſo cus 2 


Night. 

„ The Fellow will be 1 2 of 
1 the ñirſt Nos duoc I read my Farce 
ro myſelf--—-Come here, Waiter; come here; 
come all of you----You love Humour, don't 
you'?-—-Here,; ſtand here---V'll read my Farce 
10 you. (Reads bis Farce to the Waiters, 


bo drop off one by one.) 


Enter Pimpwell. 
P;mpwell. Has Squire Guzztedown been 
r | 


Waiter. No. | 
Dapperwir, Ha! Pimpwell ! who's at the 
Shakeſpear 2 
p- Pimpwell. No Gentlemen that you know, 
ir. 
Dapperwit. What Girls? 
Pimpwell. There's Half a Score waiting for 
the Gentlemen you know. The Play's not over 
et. 
e Dapperwit. Half a Score !----Egad I'll go 
and read my Farce to them, and we'll all 
laugh ready to crack our Sides. ( Sings.) Ma 
Belle----a, ma toute----a Belle----a. (Mi- 
micks.) Mia Spiletta. [Exit. 
SCENE, 
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SCENE, The Salutation Alchouſe, 


in Taviſiock-Street. 
Slender and Lyric. 
Sender. 1 Shall certainly make a great Fi- 


gure- Hear me now. 5 

Lyric. Come, let us hear: What do you in- 
tend to play ? 

Sender. I begin with Falſtaff. 

Lyric, Falſtaff !----Why, you're too thin. 

Slender. Yes ; but there's a Way of filling 
up----And I ſhall plump my Cheeks with 
Paint; and then, the next Night, I'll do Maſter 
Slender. It will be ſo odd in the Bills---- 
SLENDER by the GENTLEMAN Who did 
FarsTAFF. (Mimicks.) O ſweet Anne 
* Page O ſweet Anne Page!“ 

Lyric. Ha! ha! 
Lender. O ſweet Anne Page!“ 


Enter Muckworm. 


Muck worm. Sirrah ! Villain ! ---- was ſet- 
tling an Account with a Perſon in the next 
Room, and I over-heard your Voice.-----You 
Villain ! ---- Get Home direQly. ---- You read 
Shakeſpear ! | 

Slender. Then you'll pleaſe to pay my 
Reckoning, Sir. 

Muckworm. Not I! 

Landlord. The Gentleman ſhan't ſtir till E 
am paid. | 

Muckworm, How much is it? 

| F Landlord. 
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Landlord. Three and Si x- pence. | 
Muc orm. What Right have you to ſpend 


Three and Six-pence ?----- But, come; here it 
15----Get Home, you Villain! get Home, this 
Moment. 


Slender. Yes, Sir----Fl1 purſue my Scheme, 
for all this----- | 


Claſp'd in the Folds of Love Til meet my 
oom 


And act m * Joys to Thunder ſhake the 


Room. 


FINIS. 
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